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Among The Trees 


Author's Notes: 
For those wanted a bit of top!David. Enjoy! Hopefully he\'ll come out and play a bit more now. :) 


He'd scoped out the park on their previous visit to London. Stretching over a good portion of the city, Hyde 
Park had the clumps of trees he needed to keep them hidden from prying eyes, but which would still provide 


enough open air to excite them. 


Walking slightly in front of Dave, David grinned to himself. There was nothing quite like having Dave Mustaine 
at his beck and call, ready to lose his clothes and get naked with him. Beyond all of that, there was the love 
he'd spent so long looking for. Trapped in Jackson, he'd never had the chance to spread his wings and explore 
and, at the first opportunity, he'd made a break for LA. There, in the apartment above him, he'd met Dave 
and, after one drunken day together, he'd drawn the flame haired whirling dervish into his arms and never 


looked back. 


"Junior?" 


He slowed up and waited for Dave to fall in to step beside him. "Yeah?" 
"You really want to do this?" 


David grinned, knowing that his hazel eyes were darkening. "Course | do." He let a hand travel over the small of 


Dave's back, enjoying the way he relaxed beneath his touch. "I'm never gonna turn you down" 


Dave smiled at him and David felt himself melt. It was an honour to see that smile and he treasured every 
time Dave showed any kind of affection. Being junkies was doing them no good, the drugs affecting every part 
of their lives, and if a fumble in the park helped their dying sex life then so be it. He had no qualms about 
fucking in the open air; it had been one of his kinky dreams for years, a movie which had played behind his 
eyes as he'd lain in bed, quietly beating off. Dave had awakened so much in him, dreams and kinks he never 


knew lived inside of him. 


Stepping through the gate which surrounded the small park within a park, David walked beneath the shadows of 
the trees and pulled Dave to him. Hands were instantly in his sandy coloured hair, cupping his jaw and drawing 
him into a heated kiss. Letting his own fingers tug on Dave's red locks, he groaned beneath the onslaught, his 
cock becoming painfully hard, constrained by his tight jeans. Damn, he loved that, loved feeling the rough 
material goad his erection. He loved it when someone rubbed their hand along his bulge, pressing the material 


is naked skin until he could do little more than quiver and come. 

The trees sheltered them from prying eyes. Beyond them, David could hear people walking around, calling to one 
another, dogs barking. The sun beat down, warm and welcoming, its light turning them a light shade of green 
All around them was the scent of summer, of life, of being alive. 

Pulling Dave's head back, he attacked his lover's pale throat, teeth rising angry red welts. 

"Junior... Dont" 

Grinning, he pulled back, panting. "Why?" 


"Don't want-" 


"Don't want people thinkin’ you've gotten laid? Thought that was part of the band rules; fuck everything you 


can. 


Dave's eyes darkened, his tongue flicking over his lips. Tightening his hand in his lover's hair, David pulled again, 
teeth and lips returning to sucking and nipping, leaving his mark in his wake. Beneath his onslaught he heard 
Dave groan, arms wrapping around him, erection rubbing against David's thigh. Yeah, Dave wanted it as badly 


as he did. And he'd get it. 


Allowing himself to be guided back, he returned his mouth to Dave's, their kisses hot and hurried, tongues 
touching one another, electrifying them. His hands crawled over Dave, sliding down his slender back and cupping 


his ass. That ass! He loved to lick, touch, and fuck it. 


But it wasn't just the sex which had drawn him to Dave. In Minnesota he'd been desperately lonely, tired of his 
mother's attempts to hook him up the local girls. They held no interest for him, their soft giggles and jiggling 
breasts making him feel ill When Greg had come along, David had realised that it wasn't pussy he wanted. He'd 
fallen in love with his friend, had shared his first kiss with him. Their relationship had been kept quiet, taking 
place in the barns and shadowy corners of their small town, their Touches gentle and full of the nerves of 
first love. When Greg had made tracks back to Minnesota, David had felt as though a part of him had died. But 
it had been Dave who had rescued him from the darkness, giving him a reason to return to life. Dave's 
touches and lips had sang to his soul, his strong masculinity exciting him. And when Dave had confessed his 
love for the Midwesterner, David had allowed himself to fully open his life to the angry redhead. It seemed 
that it was only he who could calm Dave for any period of time, a role he took as seriously as his love for 
him. 


Pulling Dave to the soft, summer ground, David pressed himself close, encouraging his lover to lie back and 
enjoy all that was about to happen. Their kisses deepened, their hands whispering beneath clothes, skin 
shivering. Their soft groans filled the air and David plunged his tongue deep in to Dave's mouth, tasting and 
feeling him, his hands sliding along his lover's sides and beneath his shoulders. 


Strong, guitar worn fingers tugged at his clothes, Dave whining as he pulled on David's jeans. Resting his head 
against Dave's shoulder, he drew in deep breaths. "You want this, huh?" 


Dave's lips touched his cheek, hair tickling his nose. "Yeah, | want it." 
"Bad?" 


"Yeah, real bad" As if to emphasize his point Dave lifted his hips, rubbing his hard cock against David's groin. 
The feeling made David gasp, knowing that Dave was so willing to hand himself over, to trust the younger man 


to take care of him and make him feel good. 
"Make you horny being out here, huh?" he asked. 


Dave didn't reply, instead giving David another taste of his erection Drawing himself back on to his knees, 
David stripped off his thin t-shirt, sighing as the sun filtered through the trees and washed over his skin. For 
a moment he sat, head tilted back and arms dangling behind him, savouring the warmth. His eyes fell shut and 
he murmured, lifting his hands and raking them through his hair. He felt Dave shift and hands wrapped around 
him, lips tracing his rib cage. They played over his skin, making David shudder as they sucked on his nipples, 
Dave's tongue riding to his throat, his teeth nipping at David's skin. Pressing his erection to Dave's legs, he 
rocked, letting the pleasure shiver over his skin, knowing that Dave was marking him. Dave cradled him, letting 
him hang in the air as he kissed his way from his throat and down to his stomach, leaving warm, wet trails in 
his wake. His tongue played over David's belly button, dipping in and out and one hand pressed to the bulge in 
his jeans, rubbing back and forth. The movement made David purr, his cock growing harder. He could feel a wet 


patch grow against his stomach, pre-come making his skin silky. 


In essence, they had rescued one another. Dave from the darkness of Metallica and David from the depression 
of trying to find himself. Life hadn't been easy in Jackson, not for someone who was hiding that they were gay. 
To have come out would have finished his parents. One day he might sit down with them and explain that he 
was different, that he didn't want to get married to a woman. He wanted to spend his life with the fiery 
redhead. 


Sliding from his legs, he gave Dave space to get undressed, clothes quickly shed and tossed against a tree. 
Grinning, David returned, sliding his hands over warm, soft skin. His fingers counted Dave's ribs, sliding up 
under his arms as his lips pressed kisses to his collarbone, breastbone and shoulders, finding each tiny place 
which made Dave mewl with pleasure. Their cocks touched, rubbing together and twitching at the sensation, 
the warm air wrapping around them. David wanted to give in, spread his lover out and fuck him senseless. But 
first he wanted him to beg, wanted to hear Dave plead for him. 


Wrapping his hand back in Dave's hair, he pulled, excitement racing through him as Dave moaned. Leaning close, 
he ran his tongue over his lover's offered throat, tasting him, inhaling his scent. Everything about Dave drove 
him crazy, pushed him to the edge and pulled him back again 


"Please." 
Chuckling, he nipped at Dave's ear, tugging the soft lobe between his lips. "Please what?" 
"Just fuck me." Dave's voice was a high whine. 


Licking his way around the gentle shell of his ear, David whispered, "What makes you think I'm gonna give it to 


you?" 
His lover became limp in his arms, almost defeated. "cause you always do. Junior, for fuck's sake." 


Licking over the throbbing vein in Dave's neck, David gently sank his teeth around it. "Gonna make you wait for 
that" 


Dave groaned and tried to free himself, one hand fighting to get to his cock. Reaching out, David stopped him, 
fingers locking around his wrist and pulling him away. His own cock ached, throbbing against his stomach, damp 
with pre-come. He longed to bury himself between Dave's buttocks and fuck them both senseless. But, for 
cursing, Dave could wait. Instead, David slid his hand along Dave's torso, fingers barely brushing against his 
cock. He grinned as Dave stifled a howl, free hand clamping over his mouth. His fingers continued to explore, 
brushing through his tight curled pubes and teasing the sensitive area at the base of his cock From behind 
his hand, Dave continued to whine and David chuckled softly. His own head was filled with the haze of pleasure, 
the one which presided what was about to happen. 


Dave whimpered, mumbled words slowly reaching David's ears. "Fuck, Junior, just. Fuck. Please. Fuck" 


Wrapping his hand around Dave's cock, he gave it one, long slow and deliberate stroke. Dave trembled beneath 
his fingers, groaning, his head falling forward. Sliding his hand back along his lover's chest, David wrapped his 
fingers around Dave's throat and gently began to squeeze, pushing him down and on to his back. Keeping his 
hand around Dave's throat, he nudged his legs apart, fingers ghosting of his sensitive entrance. Again, Dave 
whined, hips bucking and David responded by tightening his fingers. Dave loved a bit of pain, loved being unable 
to breathe, loved offering his ass up to be caned and fucked. 


Stroking over Dave's now marked throat, David gently pushed a finger in, followed by another. Taking slow, deep 
breaths, he carefully prepared him, reaching for his discarded jeans. Shaking out a bottle of lube, he coated his 


cock with it, placed a single kiss to Dave's stomach and mounted him. 


Slowly they rocked together, both groaning with the pleasure. David let his eyes fall shut, the tightness of 
Dave's warm ass driving him crazy. Slowly they made love, David's thrusts long and slow, driving them both to 
the brink before pulling them back. He could do this all day, every day, savouring the feelings which roared 
through him. Never had anyone made him feel the way Dave made him feel. He'd felt alive from the very first 
moment they'd pledged themselves to one another, his heart willingly held out for the redhead to take. Dave 
had taken it, concealing it and taking care of it, just as he so happily looked after Dave's heart. 


Sliding a hand beneath Dave's shoulder, he buried his head against his lover's shoulder. Beneath him, Dave 


moaned and bucked, cock pressing into his stomach. 
"You want it?" he mumbled, face hidden by waves of red hair. 
Dave's voice sounded distant, as though it was on another plane, "Yeah, | want it" 


There was no way he could wait any longer, his own body screaming for release. Reaching between them, he 
wrapped a hand around Dave's cock and began to move faster, burying himself deeper in to his lover. His skin 
tingled, his muscles tightening, knowing what was coming. Panting, David kissed pale skin, working his way to 
Dave's mouth. Hungrily they kisses, teeth nipping, hands clutching and scratching. Blood, thick and metallic 
tasting, touched their tongues, only exciting them further. 


Squeezing his lover's cock, he gave it three rough strokes, fingernails dancing along the throbbing veins. As 
Dave came, David stifled a howl, his mouth sucking on soft, warm flesh, his own orgasm washing over him. He 
continued to thrust, milking every second of pleasure from it. 

Finally they pulled away, David lying in the grass and staring at the trees above them. The sunlight danced 
through the leaves, a gentle breeze kissing their skin. Every nerve rang with the pleasure of orgasm, the 
breeze only adding to it. He could lie there forever, staring at the world above them. 


"Want to go yet?" 


One of Dave's large hands found his own, fingers lacing through his. "Not yet. Wanna enjoy it a bit longer." 


Smiling, he shuffled closer and pressed his body close to his lover's, their heads resting together. He never 
wanted it to end, neither the moment, nor what he had for Dave. Deep down, he knew there would be far more 


beautiful times together. 


